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beauty of its women and the correctness of
their dress, which was then imported from
London. Several of the old plays of the period
contain scenes laid on the sea wall of the
Battery.

In this daily parade could be seen all the
men famous in the history of the country dur-
ing more than half a century. Here were to
be seen Generals Howe and Clinton and Bene-
diet Arnold and Major Andre. Later Wash-
ington and Jefferson were fond of walking
here, as were Aaron Burr, Alexander Hamil-
ton, Washington Irving, Robert Fulton, J. Fen-
imore Ceoper and a host of others. Jerome
Bonaparte was a familiar figure on the sea
wall, as was Louis Philippe before his return
to France and its throne., Talleyrand, who fled
from Robespierre to England, then to New
York, was walking one day in Battery Park
when an enemy tried to murder him by throw-
ing him over the sea wall.

The windows and baleonies of the old Bat-
tory Place mansions must have been filled
countless times to wateh the fétes and celebra-
tions staged in the park opposite. One of the
most elaborate of these was arranged for the
landing of Lafayette in 1824, on his return to
the United States. On stepping ashore La-
fayette walked for some distance, to quote a
report of the time, “on a carpeted way ar-
ranged for the eccasion, under an arch richly
decorated swith flags and wreaths of Jaurel.”
On the same evgning a “mammoth balloon"
arpse from the fort, “representing the horse
Eclipse mounted by an ancient knight in
armor.” A few weeks later, when Lafayvette
returned from a tour of the country, a feéte
was given at Castle Garden, attended by 6,000
persons,

Webster and Clay spoke several times in
the old Garden. Elaborate receptions were
given here to President Jackszon and other
Presidents in later years. Kossuth was offi-
cially weleomed in the Garden when he came
to America to seek aid for Hungary. For
many years the Battery was the city's parade
ground, and the windows and balconies sur-
rounding it were erowded with enthusiastic
throngs to watch the Pulaski Cadets, the Light
Guards, the Tompkins Blues and other pop-
ular regiments of their time. In 1854 a great
féte was held in Castle Garden to celebrate
the triumph of the Whig party after the
charter elections in the ecity. To celebrate
the occasion three pipes of wine and forty
barrels of beer were dispensed.

A fatal blow was struck the aristocratic
neighborhond of the Battery with the opening
of' Castle Garden as an immigrant station.
The old fort was made the landing place for
immigrants in 1850, and continued as such
until 18480, During theze wyears more than
10,000,000 immigrants were admitted to Amer-
ica through this gate. The effect upon the
stately old mansions on Battery Place was
disastrous, The old familice quickly aban-
doned their homes. For a generation no spot
in New York was so depraved. The hoines
facing the park and the buildings on the
side streets nearby were filled with low
saloens, where people collected who flourished
by wavlaying and robbing the immigrants.

Castle Garden was cloged to immigrants in
1880 with the removal of the station to Ellis
Island. But the change came too late to save
this aristocratic old neighborhood. The sece-
tion north of Battery Place, which still con-
taina many old mansions, dating from its best
days, has become the so-called Syrian quar-
ter, harboring a bighly congested foreign
population. The faces which look out from
the windowe of the old mansions on Battery
Place have come from a distant land, and the
walls are placarded with sgigns in a strange
tongue, which would have greatly surprised
the old inhabitanta,

Meanwhile the section to the north and

cast of the mansions has become the finan-
¢iul center of the world, and is fast encroach-
ing upon tne wld residentiai mneighborhood.
The value of the ground ance covered by the
nigh tides of the Hudson River would have
seered intredible to the population of early
davs. The skyserapers which replace the olid
mansions meanwhile inerease the population
of earh hlock a thousand foid.

The faot of Battery Place has been an
important city dock from very early tinmes,
A number of maps and prints congiderahly
carlier than 1700 indicata the presence of
gome kind of lending place at this point.

- Originglly boata docked nt a point near the

preser® elevated railread station,
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Whereupon Uncle Samuel scrapped his 1920 car and rushed to place an

“S PEAKING of disarmament," obzerved

Colonel Beanfugle.

: “T wasn't,” answered Mrs, Bran-
fugle.

“No, but we are now,"” pursued the Colonel.
“And, dwelling on this topic, have you noticed
haw closely it parallels human experience!"

“Do you mean it's like the Sullivan law—

making people give up their guns in ovder to

. make more pocket space for bootleg whisky

bottlea?"”

“Nothing of the sort. What I mean is that
the various nations which are now talking of
cutting down their battleship expenses are in
the position of the automobile owners right in
our little suburb.”

“Do you mean that they are stingy about
offering rides? It does seem as if our neigh-
bors have great difficulty in seeing as far as
the sidewalk sometimes when we are walking.
Not all of them can be so dreadfully near-
sighted.”

“No,
wrong !

no—once niore you have the idea
What I refer to Is the gradual in-
crease of expense, due to rivalry. Ior in-
stance, the Demings and the Wylies. You re-

member, they started, back in 1908 or there-
ahouts, with Ford cars?”

“Yer, and they didn't have u'n:f' gavages, hut
let their ears stand out in the baek lots."

“Exactly. Then Wylie sold three magazine
articles guite unexpectedly, and he traded in
his Tord car and began making payments an
4 better model,”

“And when Mrs. Deming saw the Wylies in
the larger car she called up her husband, and
he orderved a better car than the Wylies' new
one and drove home in it that very night.”

“Yes, and the next year il was the same
performance over again—this time the Wylies
getting a six-eylinder affair which was quite
gorgeous.”

“And immediately after that the Demings
got their first limousine, with the upholstering
that did not mateh Mrs., Deming's gowns
at all” :

“T don't remember the color af the uphol-
stery, but T do remember the first excutsion m
plate glass effects, and how the Wylies pro-
ceeded to go it one better the next year.”

“Also it was about lhat time that both the
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Diewrings and Wylies built twosecar garages.'”

“Yeog, and now they have five-car affairs,
with luxurious quarters for their chauffeurs,
Andd all that stavted from a couple of Ford
cars, just as the navies of the world started
from a handful of little wooden ships that
didn't cost mueh to build or to maintain.”

“The garace bills of either one of those fam-
ilies wauld pay all our houschold expenses.”
“¥es, and think what the garage bills of the

nations must be for the upkeep of navies.

Think of the millions spent for cdleaning the

spark plues and fixing tire blow-outs.”

“T didn't know battleships had tires."

“I'm speaking metaphorvically, .of course,
They don't have spark plugs, either, but they
do have lots of other machinery that has to be
cieancd and oiled and replaced, and we never
can seem to get a Secrelary of the Navy who
is enough of a mechanie to attend to that work
hiimself, but has to pay big money to athers to
have it all dene. So that now the nations are
just like the Wylies and Demings—making big
dents in their inconmes all on aceount of a
foolish rivalry.”

order for a 1922 design, whether he could afford to pay for it or not

“What is going to be the outcome?”

“Well, as far as the Wylies and Demings are
concerned, the sheriff i3 going to come along
with a tackhammer and play rat-tat-tat on
their doors, and when he goes away he will
leave some nicely printed notices there.”

“The nations are talking of disarmament,
and miaybe the Wylies and Demings will com-
promise in some such fashion.” :

*Not as long as a new model car is being
adverticed. And if some battleship manu-
facturer interrupts the disarmament confer-
ence and shows pictures of a new type of
dreadnought, I'm afraid he will break up the

show."

“Well, there is a satisfaction about having
nice, up-to-date things, even if they do cost
nmipre than you can afford—which reminds me
of something 1've had on my mind for several
fdays,"”

#What is it?"”

“It's simply that our car iz too old and
shabby for any use, and we must have a better
one for the sake of appearances, even if you
have to give up joining thal expensive polf

club wou've had in mind so long!
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HE GUESTS of the pension respected,

I and even loved, its* elderly proprie-

tress. Men, women and children, they

were all simple people, belonging to
what we call “the little world.” And cortainly
it is there, rather than in the great world, that
one finds these qualitiezs of heart which snobs
smile at, but which, after all, are what human-
ity prizes most amony its poor mundane bapg-
gage.

The old lady, always dressed in black, wore
three beautiful white curls on edch side of her
waxen face.
still sparkled, although her expression was one
of high dignity, tempered by some ancient sad-
ness. About her neck was a long gold chain,
to which a medallion was attached. It was her
habit to play with this chain ag she talked in
her soft, even voice.

The guests knew that there was a tiny photo-
graph inside the medallion, but they had never
been able to get a look at it

They eaid among themselves that the por-
trait was probably that some financd, dead
for more than forty years. For they Had
aecided, on the strength of some very vapue
evide jee, that she was really an old maid, and
thut if she had them address her as “ma-
dame,” it was only for the sake of imposing
on them a larger measurve of deference.

This conviction, like all canvictions which
are based on nothing substantial, was wery
firmly establizhed in the pension. And the sup-
posed romance of the old maid hostess in-
ereased the affection and sympathy they all
fult for her.

Tho:lt-h she was the object of & manifest
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Behind her speetacles her eyes

THE MEDALLION

By MME. LUCIE DELARUE-MARDRUS
Transiated by William L. McPherson

Oepyright, 1921, Wew York Tribune Ine.

covelality, she neverthoeless

centained raserved
and ddistant, thug

enhancite  likey  prestipe.
Cpeder and gopd manners weve her principal
absovptions.  Thev had heard her talk sharply
o yourg women who were too advanced in
their ideas; rebuke such and sueh a family
far making too much noisewhen coming home
late at night, and reqguiring of bumptious
youths a mure correct behavior at table. They
knew what excellent refervnces she insisted
on before admitting newcomers o her house.

On. winter evening when it was nearly
time for the dinner bell to ring and the guests,
awaiting  Mme, Ligier's appearance, wore
loanging about the sulen and the hallway,
spme standing up and thumbine @ macazine,
el hors conversing, o yeumng worsan Strammsie

on the piang, the boyvs and givls plaving toe
tenind the chairs, they beand! o ring an tho
Avcompunicd by a pust o7 jey wind
. person entered. who made all the talkers

duor bel,

tosk avound, silenced the piane stramming
and even interrupted tlhe childven’s ploy.
The neweomer seemod Lo spread a sudiden
silence about him as he waliced hesitatingly
toward them, .
He was a ragged old man, with a shapeless

feuve, hageard eves and an overgrown bearvd.
lHa wore a shabby overcoal, with the collay
iurned up under his ears. He was splattered
up to his waist with mud,

standing erect in the midst of the general
excitement, paying attention to nobody, his
eves lixed on the floor, he appeared to be wait-
ing for something to happen. Just as one of
the guests was about to ask him what he
wanted, Mme, Ligier entered the room.

All eyes were turned on her. She seemed
perfectly calm. Approaching the stranger
she stretched out her hand and turned down
the collar which shielded his face, Then only
fie raised his head., Tle looked at the old lady
with the pleading eyves of a lost dog, He said
A nearse, broken voice, which told of misery
and deunlenness: .

1 Krow that T have done everything that s
wrong. 1 know that you have a perfect right
ty chase me away., I know that there is no
one else who will help me. But [ have gone
nungey too jong and Leen sleeping too long un-
der the oridges. This evening T felt us if T were
zaing to die, So I thought of vou.”

He broke off. Yhere was something in his

eves which led the guests, stirred by a com-
nion instinet, to draw away and leave the
salon,

Witholt a word they went into the dining
room and seated themselves at the big table,
cach in his place. Even the children were
silent.

Some minutes passed. Then the servant en-
tered, bringing the soup tureen.

“There iz no hell to-night," she murmured,

Nobody answered her. Carrying ocut orders
which she had evidently received, she placed at
the foot of Lhe table—opposite Mme. Ligier's
pnlace—a seat, a glass, a plate and a white
napkin.

A timid veice asked: “Whose seat is that?"

The servant shrugged her shoulders as if to
say, “I don't know." Again there was a deadly
silenee about the table.

As they began to eat their soup the boarders
glanced toward the door. DMme Ligier ap-
peared, followed by the stranger,

“Sit here,” she said, showing him his place,

Il at ease and frightened, he settled down
in the chair. And when he was seated Lhere,
still slovenly-looking, his hair rumpled, his
beard tangled, his dirty eollar showing against
his barve neck, the old lady, enveloping the
corapany with an ey glance, made a sweeping
gosture with her livad and hand. Her beau-
tiful curls of snow trembled a little, In & tone
wiich was entirely unaffected but infinitely
courteous and nobie she made the announce-
ment:

“My hushand!™
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THE TWILIGHT
OF GOSPORT

(Continued from page seven)

the old Haley homestead, reads Mrs. Thaxter's
story of the wreck.

“In distress of weather!” she repeats. “Ona
must live in such a place fully to comprehend
the meaning of the words, Tt was his custom
(Samuel Haley's) every night to put in his bed-
room window, over the broad baleony facing
the southwest, a light, which burned all nigh
—a little act of thoughtfulness which speaks
volumes.

“On that stormy January night he placed
the light as usual in his chamber window, and
I dare say prayed in his good heart that no
vessel might be wandering near this danger-
ous place, tossed helpless on the raging sea in
the thick darkness and bitter cold and blind-
ing snow. But that night that great ship
Sagunto drove, erashing, full upon the fatal
southeast point, in sight of the tiny spark that
burned peacefully, unwavering, in that quiet
chamber. Her costly timbers of mahogany
and cedarwood were splintered on the sharp
teeth of those inexorable rocks; her cargo of
dried fruits and nuts and bales of Lroadeloth
and gold and silver was tossed about the shore,
and part of her crew were thrown alive upon
it. Some of them saw the light and crawled
toward it, benumbed with cald and spent with
fatigue and terror. The roaring of the storm
bore away their faint eries of distvess; the
old man slept on quietly, with his family ahow
him, sheltered, safe, while a stone's thyow from
his door these sailors strove and agonizel U
reach that friendly light. Twao of them zained
the stone wall in front of the house, but they
chbing strength would not allow them to chimb
over; they, threw themselves upon it and per-
ished miserably, with safety, warmth and com-
fort close ut hand.

“In the morning when the tumult was
semewhat hushed and underneath the
sky rolled the more sullen sea 1n lonz,
deliberate waves, the old man looked out in
the early light across the waste 'of snow, and
on the wall lay—something that broke the
familiar outline. though all was smooth with
the pure, soft snow. He must put on coat
and cap and go out and find out what tin:
strange thing might bhe. Ah, that was u
sight for his pitying eyes under the cold
and leaden light of that unrelenting morn-
ing!”

Fourteen bodies were found on the
fourteen Spanish sailors who inspired onc ol
Mrs., Thaxter's best known poems. Then
graves are to be found to-day, half hidde
the brown grass, marked b} a tiny eemen
block, which has taken the place of th
crumbled headstones of 1813,

Samue¢l Haley was the last of the genern-
tion which had made Gosport known and re-
spected wherever salt fish and Yankee enter
prize were popular. It was tlie Revolution-
ary War, however, which really marks the
decline of Gospert. Such a thriving com
munity and accessible harbor were ear

ellen

shora,

marked by the British for their own, and

spite of the tiny wooden fort at the port
of Star Island the inhabitants were o
Iy at the mercy of the enemy. The
Hampshire authoerities, therefore, ord
them to the mainland, and as their fishi
was imperiled and their commerce broken up,
most of them complied, and settled in the sea-
hoard towns. Probably they found the de-

elights of island air and sunshine more than

compensated by the easv conveniences of town
life, for few of them returned when the war
was over. Those who remained were (02
poorer, less competent class, and they rar
ly sank into a degradation which supplicd
working material for New England
sionaries for the next two generations

Tt is the tiny chapel on Star Island wiich
holds the hearts of the summer colony and 1=
the goal of their dearest ceremony. the pic-
turesque twilight processional. There are 7
lights in the ancient stone bulding and (he
path that winds through the rocks is perious
at nightfall. So there has developed the cvs-
tom, born of necessity but developed by an
artist, in which each person carries on fhe
way to evening chapel a tiny wrought i
Yantarn of antique design, This is luter hur
on a peg against the wall to light the conere
getion at its hymns, It is essential to ihe
spirit of the ceremony that no word be sponen
as the®eandle bearers wind thelr way ovel the
rocks. 'The hotel veranda also hushes its vait-
ter, and the'only sound that breaks the silence
is the vesper hymn, floating across the twilight
to mingle with the crooning of the waves




